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world's faith and courage, born only because there were
wrongs to endure or to avenge ?    There is no good with-
out evil.    Fire may devour, but while it burns it gives
light; in salt marshes crystals are formed; blood dries
to crimson; evil of every kind, in short, is a chance for
good.    You cannot, then, banish evil without thrusting
away good.    And why should we try to banish it?    Is
evil less natural than good?    Take no account of the
struggle for life in tree or flower, or of the hideous war-
fare waged among the lower animals (he who seeks to
solve its mystery only hears the taunting boast of the
angel of Nature, and pleases himself by making believe
he understands), and have regard to the actual people
about you.    Whence arose their claim upon you but    247-259.
from the evil of their state ?    Is it not the fruit of that Ifef\eeswere
state ?    Any one free from sorrow would not need your free from
help.    Whose, for example, was the only happiness you ^iiVsbeauti
could distinguish in the press of miseries you beheld this ful sympathy
morning  in Ferrara?    It was   that of  the  fool who
jeered:  'Thou  earnest about thee, in  thy  very face,
green and yellow tokens that thou art G-hibellin.'    Much
hold he obtained on you !    N"o !   If the people's present
evil did not exist, neither would there exist the good
of your sympathy.

235. 'Flame may persist.' Perhaps the interpretation should
go the other way. Browning is not at all particular about balanc-
ing each, of a series of antitheses in the same way. Op. Bk. v,,
11. 65 and 66, and Bk. iv., 11. 636 and 637 (if there be no historical
mistake there).

237- * blood dries to crimson.3   Not a very forcible illustration.

245. ' as a child.' When we demand an explanation of the pain
that is in the world, we have to fall back upon such a statement
as 'Nature is kind at heart, and will put all right in the end,3
while we feel this is really no answer. Alfred Russell Wallace
explains that beasts have a good time on the whole. The inter-
pretation of the passage, however, may be wrong.

257. * in thy very face.3 A jeer at the stunted minstrel's sallow
complexion. Op. Bk. iv., 1. 390.